
V The Hilf or ierf King Lear » 

Kent, With you goodman boy, and you pleafecome, ile 
fleafliyou, come on yong maiftei;. 

Glcr/t. Weapons, armesjwhats the matter herei 

Dtikt. Keepe peace vpon your Hues, hee dies that ftrikesa- 
o-aine,what’s the matter V '' 

Reg, The mefTengers from our fitter, and the King. 

Duke, Whats your difference, fpeakc‘. 

Stew, I am fcarfeinbreathmylvord. 

Kent. No maruaile, you haucfo beftir’d your valour, you 
cowardly rafcall, nature difclaimes in thee, a Tayler made thee. 

Duke. Thou art a tlrange fellow, a Tay lor make a roan. 

Kent.' I, a Tayler fir-, a Stone-cutter, ora Painter could not 
hauem'ade him foil!, though hec hadbeene but tvvohouresat 
the trade.' ^ , 

CM. Speakcyet,how grew your quarrel!? 

Stew, This ancient ruffcnfir,whofe life I haue fpar datfutc 
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.The ftitlwie of King Lear, 

Kent. No contraries hold more, antipathy, 

Thenlandfuchaknauc. , , , • ir 

Dukf‘ Why doft thou call him knaue, what s his ottcncc. 

Kent, His countenance likes me not. 

Nomorepetchancedoes mine, orhis, others* 

Sir tis my occupation to be plainc, 

I haue feene better faces in my time 

That ftands on any fhoulder that I fee 

Before me atthisinftant. , , . , 

This is a fellow who hauingbccneprayfcl ■ 

For blu^cs doth affea a fawey ruffines. 

And conftraines the garb quite from Ins nature. 

He cannot flatter he, he muft be plame, 

Hemuft fpeake truth, and they will tak’t lo. 

If not he s plaine, thefe kind of kiiaues I know 
which inthis plainnes harbour more craft, 

Andmotc corrupter ends, then twentic filly duckmg 

ObferuantSjthatflretchtheir duties nifely. 

Kent, Sir in good fboth, or in fincerc veritic, 

Vndefthe allowance of your graundafpeft. ^ 

Whofe influence like the wreath of radient fire 
In flitkering*P^«^w front. 

‘Duke. What mean’ft thou by this .? 

Kent, To goe out of my dialogue which you difcommend fo 

much,I know fir,I am no flatterer, hethatbeguild you in aplain 

accent, was aplaine knaue, which for my part I will not bee, 
though I fhould win your difpleafure, to intreat mec too’t. 

What’s the offence you gaue him? 

Stew, I neuer gauc him any, it pleas’d the King his maifler 
Very late to ftrike at me vpon his mifeonftruftion. 

When he coniunff and flattering his difpleafure 
Triptmebehind, being downe, infulted,rayld. 

And put vpon him fuch a deale of man, that. 

That worchied him, gotprayfes of the King, 

For him attempting who was felfe fubdued. 

And in the flechuent of this dread exploit, 
Drewonmehereagaine. 

Kent . None of thefe roges & cowards but jt I ax is their foolc. 

Ea D»kj>^ 



